Her comb was white, and she wore a mantilla of blonde, I have no doubt extremely valuable, for it was very dirty. The effect, however, was charming. Her hair was glossy black, and her eyes like an antelope's, but all her other features deliciously soft; and she was further adorned, which is rare in Spain, with a rosy cheek, for here our heroines are rather sallow. But they counteract this defect by never appearing until twilight, which calls them from their bowers, fresh, though languid, from the late siesta. To conclude, the only fault of the Spanish beauty is that she too soon indulges in the magnificence of embonpoint. There are, however, many exceptions to this. At seventeen a Spanish beauty is poetical, tall, lithe, and clear, though sallow. But you have seen Mercandotti.1 As she advances, if she does not lose her shape, she resembles Juno rather than Venus. Majestic she ever is; and if her feet are less twinkling than in her first career, look on her hand and you'll forgive them all.
There is   calm voluptuousness  about   the life here   that wonderfully accords with my disposition, so that if I were resident, and had my intellect at command, I do not know any place where I could make it more productive.    The imagination is ever at work, and beauty and grace are not scared away by those sounds and sights, those constant cares and changing feelings,   which are the proud possession   of our   free   land of eastern winds.   You rise at eight,   and should  breakfast lightly, although a table covered with   all   fruits   renders that rather difficult to one who inherits, with other qualities good and bad, that passion for the most delightful productions of nature, with which my beloved sire can  sympathise.     I only wish I had him here over a medley of grape and melon, gourd and prickly-pear.   In the morning you never quit the house, and these are hours which might be profitably employed under the inspiration, of a climate which is itself poetry, for it sheds over everything a golden hue which does not exist in the objects themselves illuminated.    At present I indulge only in a calm reverie, for I find the least exertion of mind instantly aggravate all my symptoms; and  even this letter is an exertion, which you would hardly credit.    My general health was never better.     You know how much better I am on a sunny day in England; well, I have had two months of sunny days infinitely warmer.   I have during all this period enjoyed general health of which I have no memory during my life.   All the English I have met are ill, and live upon a diet.
1A famous dancer of the day.
